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met him in Paris and was one of a committee to arrange the
demonstration; therefore had invited several of his students to
attend.
The patient was wheeled into the operating room, placed on the
table and put to sleep. Presently the renowned professor emerged
from a dressing-room, tall, stately, bewhiskered to the eyes. He
glanced at the patient, gave brief direction for ligating the iliac
artery and vein preparatory to the operation; then, surveying his
audience approvingly, he began a rapid-fire barrage of words
which few of us could penetrate. Without pausing, he seized a
long knife, tested its edge with a thumb, then in two swift slashes
exposed the joint and its capsule. In a total elapsed time of forty-
six seconds an assistant held aloft triumphantly the severed leg;
the professor bowed stiffly to the right, to the left, to the centre,
walked majestically from the room.
That not one in five of his astonished audience understood
perfectly what he had said, or could follow step by step what he
had done, was immaterial; that the patient expired on the table
while the wound was being sutured was unimportant; we had
witnessed an exhibition of manual skill such as could have been
duplicated only by a meat-cutter after long experience.
Gradually, I succeeded in learning my anatomy and something
of physiology, pathology, medical chemistry, the action of drugs
and their use in sickness, the signs and symptoms of disease and
the use of diagnostic instruments, what to do in emergencies. In
my mind I could form some idea of what went on in the human
body when it was invaded by infections, or exposed to harmful
influences, or its mechanism improperly adjusted, or its parts
suffered misuse, neglect or abuse.
Although disliking surgery, I had performed perhaps a half-
dozen routine operations on cadavers under the direction of an
instructor, and under Dr. Ward's vigilant eyes I had sutured a
dozen or more abdominal incisions following his operations. I had
set one broken leg, creditably, which was brought into the college
late at night when no one eke was around. In considerable
embarrassment I had examined several expectant mothers,
modestly draped as was then the custom, one of whom added to
my confasion by grumbling when I inadvertently inserted a finger
into the rectum. The four births I had attended reluctantly as a
spectator had left me cold to obstetrics; I was more than eves
determined to specialize in neurology. There was no reason $e